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COPYRIGHT 1901, BY GEORGE W.PIERCE, 
AUTHOR OF THE LIFE-ROMANCE OF AN ALGEBRAIST, BOSTON, 169), 
My SOUNDSPEED DISCOVERY =WIT AND SONG, 1895; 
MEMENTO, A GIFT TO HIS HARVARD CLASS OF 64, 

A BOOK OF DESIGNS, WITH THE DESIGN ON THE BACK OF THIS PIECE CON+ 
TAINING 64 LITTLE AREAS, GILT ON THEGOVER; AND BOOKS UNPUBLISHED 
AUTHOR OF ALSO THE JILTED HEARTS SONG 
OF THE SONGS ALSO WITH PORTRAITS 
TWENTY Six IN May (AND COMING Six) 
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A-D V ER Eto Eb MEE NE 


A GENTLEMAN WHO HAS HAD EXPERIENCE IN 
WRITING VERSES, PUTTING IN DETAIL, WOULD 
LIKE TO COLLABORATE WITH SOME ONE WHO 
COULD FURNISH A BODY AND WINGS OF INSPIRATION 


PREFACE. 


As th Goldsmi train ws leaving TheDesertd Villag, in seven 
divisionsto go rand the'world, underthe mangement of Harper 
and Brothrs, it raninte abundle of newideascalled bymy name, 
and wastelescopedipon itslf. How mny arehurthas nctyet been 
reported 


The olfashionedchaincoupligs, it would sem were tolong (wud seem used 
advisedlymeaning thepinion you author wisheshis readersto hold), ad have been 
reconnectaleach a footshrter, Inglish measur wth a new grip or atwist in the 
chains, whrever foundecessary, toreplace destuction, andthe discardd links left 
lying alorgthe track,wlre the public are at libety b pick tem up. Thus repaired 

and restored, at the expense of the salvage, with the freight all aboard, the train will 
be run, D.V., all together, till the qussuemmeesreerereeere French take London, 


Medication 
TO 
MOTHER ENGLISH 
FOR 
ALL WHO LOVE 
WITH 
LIFE DEVOTION 
BY 
THE AUTHOR 


AUTHOR’S APOLOGY. 
We fill a niche or claim a space 
With one third brains and two thirds face; 
Most of our claims are made of words, 
The only girdle round that girds 
The hard, soft earth, her liquid sea, 
Their gaseous, envelopeing three: 
If Milton, Shakespeare,— Crabb, you caught, 
To quote for 72s, you’d find They taught; 
Knowledge of which (produced to men) 
May make us rich (GOD’S POOR)) again. 


SPECIAL DEDICATION TO PAGE XIII 


TO 
A. E. G. 
FOR 
ALL WHO LOVE 
_ WITH 
LIFE DEVOTION 
BY 
THE AUTHOR 


DOTH LOVE DISCERN 
FANNY BEAUGUY 


DOTH LOVE DISCERN? 


Dortu love for fairer or less fair 
Inspect the eyes, the dress, the hair? 
Doth love for fonder and more fond 
Discern between brunette and blonde? 
Or, rather, by still secret art 

Doth hark and answer next the heart, 
Endure the joys, the wants, of sense, 
Without refusal or offence ? 


Doth love in manhood challenge bold, 
From maiden answer far and cold? 
In husbands wander, wives contend 
With fancy for admirer-friend ? 

OR, RATHER, cloistered far within, 
Look out no more on fields of sin, 
But only up, to heavenly birth, 

And down, foundationward, for earth? 


When; ages hence; the crumbling stone 
Recalleth us who died alone, 

Father and mother, children bred 

To children’s children rear instead, 
Doth love repeat the long decay 

Of past, forgot, and passing day? 

OR, RATHER, beckon to the sun 
Which joins our ages into. ONE? 


FANNY BEAUGUY. 


Miss 
Had a mote in her eye 
Which did her unmarrying 
lover espy. 


At least so she said 

And inclinéd her head 

Which she had been carrying 
rather too high. 


But he waited in doubt 

After thinking it out, 

And shouted with laughter 
at hearing her sigh. 


She stood still to be kissed ; 

But he stumbled and missed, 

And called her thereafter 
Miss 


FANNY GEAUBUY. 
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MY GOD, MY KING 
VALE UxXOR SENEX 


SPECIALLY DEDICATED 


MY GOD, MY KING. 


My God, my King, Thy guiding hand 
Doth hold me close to Thy command; 
Thy praise I only wake to sing 

Through mortal days, my God, my King! 


Thy guiding, Thy restraining hand 

Doth help in health to understand 

My feeble judgment, failing powers, 

And thrice with heavenly wealth endowers ; 
In sickness, lone, and sere, and old, 
Through contests waged with want and cold, 
From houses builded on the sand, 

I tottering reach Thy guiding hand. 
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In former years my heart in doubt, 
Sunshine and shadows following out, 
Thy Love forgave its hopes and fears, 
To save from self in former years: 


By love inconstant half unmanned, 
by kin beset, by stranger band, 

I summon still my Safe Ally, 

Still, unsurrendering, live and die; 
Or lost with friends, on smiling seas, 
Ycleped Incontinence and Ease, 
Hark like Columbus, keen for land, 
And feel again Thy Guiding Hand. 


For life to come would I renew 

Each thought that left me strong and true, 
When hours have spent their earthly sum 
Content with Thine for life to come: 


When suns have changed, unwarming, and 

Our orbit flights to Free and Grand 

Through trailing time’s unfigured space 

May I behold Thee, face to Face ; 

’Mid earthly flowers by grace bedewed, 

In heavenly strength with Thine renewed, 

May I beside, unconquered, stand, 

Still deathless hold THY GUIDING HAND! 


VALE, UXOR SENEX! 


Wren through the altos of our faithful years 
A voice sounds constant to its earthly close 
And still in close though separate repose 
Welcomes and silences our hopes and fears 
More space for joy’s disclosed and less for tears 
That came with every day and only goes 
To see the table set beyond — Who knows? 
The door no mortal quite sees through nor hears. 
Then must we credit in account with Love 
The long addition of half valued deeds 
And thank the kindly Register above 
That He has spared our Waking Widow’s weeds 
As to His window his returning dove 
Bears the fresh olive that Her wanderer feeds. 


Waking in heaven, ‘“‘a woman who has lost her husband 
by death (it doesn’t say whose death), and has not taken 
another” is, by dictionary definition, our Widow.— Noah 
Webster and George Winslow Pierce. Small w’s would 
have ¢urned the table, the waking widow (after Dreaming 
of her husband) getting up and putting oz her weeds. 
This too-too simple kindly excuse |! 

Perhaps our waking life — is the real dream; the gifts of 
Sleep and of the Future (no time nor space), between 
which we find our need of money, THE REALITY. 

The IS (our God of the Pulpit, Omnipresentpotent, 
throughout 120,000,000 star systems, is, by definition, 
Finite); the IS NOT, outside of the IS, is infinite. 


BUSINESS BEFORE AND AFTER PLEASURE 


more” (10 point spreads HfhIlidhyg ro seventy-seconds of an inch. Its title is 12 
point. Preface shows also 12 point; Author’s Apology, 8; p. 30,12 and6; END, 6). 
TENTATIVE NOTES. 

p. 13, line 1. The Credibility of a narrative, by which it infuses truth into us 
(good tea, coffee, or chocolate), must be kept up to 100° C. Sweet and plain are 
credible enough: /ovelies¢ carries a question (from the next villager) upon its face. 

2. If plenty cheered, L. S.’ health, with that, and the exercise herein prescribed, 
and the regular use of Celery Compound, would probably take care of itself. Plain 
and f/enty is an alliteration, unexpected, and must be brought into consecutive feet 
(to make it audible), for the same reason that f/azz and swan, a rhyme, would be 
ineffective if the plain closed the first line of the poem, and the swain the 43oth. 
Every verse closes —except a blank one, from which God deliver us!— with a notice, 
“This is a rhyme, catch it in time;” and we have patience (to wait for) and pleasure 
(when we find). Rhymes unexpected also occur in my Fanny Beauguy, p. vii, and 
My God, my King, x, xi, xii. 


THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 
SwEET AUBURN, loveliest village of the plain, 
Whose health and plenty cheered the laboring swain, 
Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid 
And parting summer’s lingering blooms delayed, 
Dear, lovely bowers of innocence and ease, 
Seats of my youth, when every sport could please, 
How [10 point] often have I loitered o’er thy green 
Where p. 13 humble happiness endeared each scene } 
How often have I paused on every charm, 
The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm, 
The never-failing brook, the busy mill, 
The decent church that topped the neighboring hill ! 


_“ How much better,” said my amiable critic, “is Goldsmith’s word Whose than your 
word Where (which doesn’t originate health, plenty, swain)\” ‘That isn’t Goldsmith’s 
word,” I answered; “it’s my compositor’s mistakes: within six lines please find two 
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Endeared; have paused on every charm, 
The cot, the cultivated farm, 

The never-failing brook, the mill, 

The church that topped the neighboring hill, 
The seats beneath the hawthorn meant 

For chattering age and love’s content ; 

Have often blessed thy passing day 

When toil, remitting, turned to play, 


And village hoidens, trouble-free, 
Led up beneath the spreading tree, 
Whose pastime circles in the shade 
Contended as the old surveyed, 


FOUR FIFTHS OF GOLDSMITH'’S 
DESERTED VILLAGE. 


Sweet Ausurvy, village of the plain, 
Where plenty cheered the laboring swain, 
Where spring its earliest visit paid 

And parting summer’s blooms delayed, 
Embowering innocence and ease, 

Sports of when every sport could please, 
Oft have I loitered o’er thee, green, 
Where happiness each humble scene 


rs 
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Where men’s increase is man’s decay. 


Princes and lords may flourish, fade ; 

A breath can many make, has made: 
But peasants bold, their country’s pride, 
Can never be, destroyed, supplied. 


Time was, ere England’s griefs began, 
When every rood returned its quan- 
tum sufficit of wholesome store, 
Gave guires what life requires, gave more, 
Companions, Innocence and Health, 
And riches, ignorance of wealth, 


“His Grandeur” grasps the whole domain 
And tills but half thy smiling plain ; 

No more thy brook reflects the day, 

But choked with sedges finds its way ; 
Along thy glades, a lonely guest, 

The bittern guards her booming nest; 
Amidst thy walks the lapwing tries 

Their echoes with unvaried cries ; 

Sunk are thy bowers in ruin all, 

And grass o’ertops the mouldering wall: 
Whos bowers, whglades, whgrounds, whbrook, 
Arise to dim the outward look — 

Our land to hastening ills a prey, 
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Sweet Auburn, of the blissful hour, 
Thy glades confess the tyrant’s power ; 
While I resume now lonely rounds 
Amidst thy ruined walks and grounds, 
And, after years, return to view 
Where once the cottage hawthorn grew, 
Remembrance wakes her busy train, 
Swells at my breast and turns to pain. 


In wanderings round this world of care 
Of griefs I’ve had; of hopes, my share; 
Had hopes my latest hours to crown 
With laurels greened in London Town, 


But title-buyers’ unfeeling train 
Usurp the soil, possess the swain ; 
Along the swards where hamlets rose 
Unwieldy wards of shamlets pose; 
The want to luxury allied, 

The pang that folly pays to pride: 


Those hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
Desires that asked but little room, 

Those sports that graced the peaceful scene, 
Lived in and brightened Auburn green; 
Departing, seek a kinder shore, 

And Rural Man is hers no more. 
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Retirement, friend to life’s decline, 
From care, that never must be mine, 
How blest who mends in shades like these 
His labors with an age of ease, 
Who quits where strong temptations try 
And hard to combat learns to fly ! 


For him no wretches, born to weep, 
Explore the mine, the dangerous deep ; 
No porter stands in surly state 
Imploring famine from the gate; 

But on, to meet his earthly end, 
Angels befriending virtue’s friend, 


To shield life’s taper at the close 

And keep from wasting by repose ; 

Had hopes (for pride attends us still) 

To show the swains my book-learned skill, 


Around my fire a group to draw, 

Tell all I felt, tell all I saw; 

And as a hare whom hounds pursue 
Pants to the place whence first she flew, 
Had hopes, my long vexations past, 
Here to return, D. V., at last; — 
Discovering finished, soon or late, 

My undiminished blocks of eight. 
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The watch-dog’s voice, the whispering wind, 
The laughter of the vacant mind: 

In sweet confusion sought the shade, 

Nor found the nightingale afraid. 


Do sounds of population fail ? 

No murmurs fluctuate in the gale? 

No steps the grass-grown footway tread: 
The bloomy blush of life is fled ! 

All but yon solitary thing 

That bends beside the plashy spring, 
That strips in widowed age for bread 
The brook with mantling cresses spread 


He sinks with unperceived decay 
While resignation slopes the way ; 
His prospects brightening to the last, 
Heaven opens ere the world be past. 


Sweet was the sound at evening’s close 
When up the village murmur rose, 
And careless viewward steps and slow 
To greet, came softened from below; 
The swain the milkmaid heard that sung, 
The herd that lowed to meet their young, 
The geese that gabbled o’er the pool, 
The children just let loose from school, 
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Unused to fawn or seek for power 
With doctrines fashioned to the hour, 
Far other aims had learned to prize, 
To raise more skilful than to rise. 


His house to all the vagrant train 

Was known who chid, relieved their pain; 
Descending Beard (which swept his breast), 
The beggar, was his frequent guest ; 

The spendthrift, now no longer proud, 

Had here his kindred claims allowed ; 

The broken soldier, bade to stay, 

Sat by and talked the night away, 


That picks her fagot from the thorn, 

That seeks her shed and weeps till morn,— 
Our only left of all the train 

Historian of the pensive plain. 


Near yonder copse where gardens smiled 
And many a garden flower grows wild 
A few torn shrubs the place disclose ; 
The preacher’s modest mansion rose 
Who, passing rich, in Auburn dear, 
With forty sterling pounds a year, 
Remaining ran his godly race, 
Nor could nor would have changed his place; 
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Beside where parting life was laid, 
And sorrow, guilt, and pain, dismayed, 
The champion stood; at his control 
Despair and anguish fled the soul, 
Comfort came down the wretch to raise, 
And fzs last accents whispered praise — 


By hzs to signify the same Whose alibi his armor true, 
Remorseful wretch unknown to fame And titles may be coin for you. 


At church his unaffected grace 
Adorned the venerable place; 
Truth from prevailed with double sway, 
And scoffing fools remained to pray. 


Wept o’er his tales of sorrow done, 
Shouldered his crutch; and fields were won. 


For guests the good man learned to glow, 
Forgot their vices in their woe, 

Their merits or Excuse to scan, 

And gave ere Charity began. 

But, duty-prompt at every call, 

He watched, and wept, and prayed, for all ; 
And as a bird endearment tries, 

To teach its fledgling brood that flies, 

He tried, reproved each dull delay, 

And lured to worlds of brighter day. 


29 


32 


Beside yon fence that skirts the way 
With furze unprofitably gay, 
His noisy mansion skilled to rule, 
Dubillion taught the village school. 
A man severe and stern to view ~ 
I knew him, every truant knew: 
Well had the tremblers learned to trace 
Disasters in his morning face; 
Full well they counterfeited glee 
At all-his jokes (or laughed at D.); 
Full well the whisper circling round 
Forewarned the blind one when he frowned. 


The service past, around the man 

With zeal each honest rustic ran; 

E’en children, with endearing wile, 

Plucked at his gown, to share his smile. 

His smile a parent’s warmth expressed ; 
Their welfare pleased, their cares distressed ; 
To them his love, his griefs, were given; 
His serious thoughts had rest in heaven: 


As Showstone Cliff its awful form 

Lifts from the vale and leaves the storm, 
Though round its breast some clouds be spread, 
All sunshine settles on its head. 
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But past is all his fame; the spot 
Where oft he triumphed, is forgot: 


Unless— MY CHANCE!— we stake for fame 
G’s matchless page, D’s virtual name 

In which (twice réad) V’s master-mind, 

E’s thrice-three’s nines, ahead-behind. 


If I should have a lazy friend (above) I should recommend /zm-her 
(my English) to wrzte poetry (in a room with two doors or an open 
field). Poe¢a nascitur, wa fit (my Latin), may be stood up to mean 
that verse pours out of your real poet in a clear stream same as your 
oysters may be said to climb up on the beach and vomit pearls. 


Yet he was kind; severe in aught, 

In tackling who would not be taught. 
Our out untold to far and few; 

’Twas he could write and cipher, too, 
Lands he could measure, tides presage; 
And rumor added, even gauge. 


The arguing parson owned his skill 
Who, vanquished by, could argue still, 
While learned words of thundering sound 
Amazed the rustics ranged around: 

They gazed, and still the wonder grew 
That one could carry all he knew. 
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SUBMITTED 


By one American admirer to Greater England’s friendly competition 


WANTED IMMEDIATELY 


For the picture gallery in Goldsmith’s Deserted Village four pur- 
chasable portraits, of uniform size, with recognizable backgrounds, to 
fill a space four feet in width at the height of a seated beholder’s eye 


© 
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Across the moors he pushed his jade, 
Himself alone sometimes unpaid, 

Without complaint on either part, 

And was half head and two-thirds heart: 
But ah! his jalap, oh! his salve; 

He knew not how these things to halve.— 


2 


Or when the printed picture’s dry 
Will care a pupil’s draught to buy? 


If not too late a face we miss 
Who gilds an empty frame for this, — 
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The doctor, seeming home to lack, 
Was often called, but ne’er a quack; 
His names for all our human ills 
Were consonant with his different pills; 
Without his answering When or Why 
No Auburner could be born or die; 
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Or that beyond the hither slope 

Where half the village lived on hope 

Of heaven ? you question; none could tell. 
The other half could start a hell; 

As each to each, without contri(sh), 
Exulting reads the last edi(sh); 
(Unun)inclined a text to fit, 

Can instant find in sacred writ. 


The peaceful Arkites, forced to love, 
Put out, received, the crow, the dove; 
And we about, before, bchind, 

— For out of sight not out of mind! — 


Or ¢hzs from Fancy’s truthful store 
From which who much are booked for more ? — 
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We had no lawyer, owning still 
No wish to meddle with the will 
Of any who had aught to leave, 
Or, local judges to deceive, 
Would lie, and falsely swear, and fight, 
Out of two wrongs to make a right. 
The town above, which makes me groan, 
Might such an artful practice own ; 
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The whitewash on her hen-house wall 
May have to stand a mouldier fall; 
For one returns to sober aims 

From entertaining prosperous dames. 
Alas! our editorial head, 

So overtaxed, must answer,— dead 
And (of a craft not always saved), 

In our unseldom sense, ingvaved. 


Rest we awhile against his stone 
With all his kith who died alone 
If once we find the faithful spot 
By kith and kin unkind forgot. 


Must turn, to seek our Traveller's Inn, 
To pass unentered, once a sin 

(Zo make its rhyme the boast of men, 
That all who once, will fd / again). 


The editor must first be saved ; 
To tell whose barn-door is engraved 
By some precocious judge of sport 
With what he thinks, not what he ought; 
How Farmer Dumboy, stern and true, 
Has bought a Standard Buggy, New; 
And our Aunt Hannah’s married Jan 
Will visit soon his sister Fan. 
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Joe’s reads; 
His neighbor's tells of Samuel’s deeds 
Who underneath has found it best 
To be Sleep’s senior sister’s guest. 


Of Joy the veriest breast who knows 

That always her outvies repose? 

How little he with all the tread 

Concerns himself! and, overhead, 

How much do idle groups reflect 

On what we still sometimes expect ?— 

But haste! we’re late! who spies the Trav- 
‘ler’s Inn; and what will each man have? 


The village graveyard rests to-day 
Face to the world, and from, the way, 
Where Elder Wake-Up raised his hay, 
A doubtful choice of bargained stones 
For Auburn’s all unpeopled bones. 


PLEASE MAY 
I 
BE EXCUSED 
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The pictures placed for sight and use, 
The twelve good rules, the game of goose; 
Except when Winter augured Nay 

With boughs, and flowers, and fennel, gay, 
While broken teacups, kept for show, 
Picked out in tints the chimney-row. 


Vain transient splendor! could not all 
Reprieve the mansion from its fall ? 
Obscure it sinks, nor shall impart 
Importance to the poor man’s heart; 
No more the peasant shall repair 
Oblivion of his burden there ; 


Near yonder thorn, its head on high, 
The sign-post caught the passing eye, 
That house where nut-brown draughts inspired, 
Where graybeard mirth and toil retired, 
Where village statesmen’s talk profound 
With ale and older news went round. 


Imagination stoops to trace 

The splendors of that festive place ; 
The whitewashed wall, the sanded floor, 
The clock that clicked behind the door, 
The chest contrived two debts to pay, 
A bed by night, a chest by day, 
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Spontaneous nature has its play, 

The soul adopts and owns their sway ; 
They frolic o’er the vacant mind 
Envied, molested, nor confined. 


The pomp, the midnight masquerade, 

With all the freaks of wealth arrayed, 

In these, ere half their wish obtain, 

The pleasure sickens into pain: 

Four couple(t)s rights your chance quadrille 
In Dublin, Cork, and Desertville ; 

If these in tights presented choose 

To dance respectably, EXCUSE! 


The farmer’s news, the barber’s tale, 
-No more the ballad shall prevail ; 

No more the smith his brow shall clear 
And lean his ponderous strength to hear. 
Himself no longer shall be found 
Careful to see the bliss go round; 

Nor the coy maid, half willing pressed, 
Shall kiss to pass it to the rest. 


The rich deride, the proud disdain, 
These blessings of the lowly train ; 
More dear, congenial to my heart, 

One native charm, than all of art: 
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Ye friends, ye statesmen, who survey 
The rich increase, the poor decay, 
To judge how wide the limits stand, 
A Splendid Sham — A Happy Land, 
Proud swell the tides of freighted ore, 
And, hailed by Folly from her shore, 
Beyond the miser’s wish abound, 
And rich men from the world around. 


Yet count our gains; wealth’s but a name 
That leaves our product still the same: 
Not so the loss; your wealth and pride 
Takes up what once my poor supplied, 


PART II 


PART I (for the information of those who have read it) having preceded 
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Dear Cassie, unadorned and plain, 
Secure while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights every charm that dress supplies, 

Nor shares the triumph of her eyes: 

When charms are past; for charms are frail; 
When time advances, lovers fail, 

Shines forth, solicitous to bless, 

The glaring impotence of dress. 


Thus fares, by luxury betrayed, 

The land in nature’s charms arrayed, 
Declining as its splendors rise, 

Its vistas, palaces, surprise. 


Space for his lake, extended bounds 

For horses, pheasants, deer, and hounds ; 
For every swing he gives his gun 

The hearkening peasants are undone; 


The robe that wraps in silken sloth 

Has robbed the fields of half their growth ; 
His seat where lonely sports are seen 
Indignant spurns the cottage green; 
Around the world each product flies 

For luxuries the world supplies ; 

The land, adorned for pleasure all, 

In barren splendor waits the fall. 


5r 


54 


Ten thousand baleful arts combined 
To pamper luxury, thin mankind, 
Each joy the sons of pleasure know 
Extorted from their fellows’ woe: 


The courtier glitters in brocade, 

The artist plies his sickly trade, 

The proud their long-drawn pomps display, 
The gibbet glooms beside the way 

Where pleasure holds her midnight reign, 
Where, richly decked, the gorgeous train 
Tumultuous crowds the blazing square, 
Where chariots clash and torches glare. 


While, scourged by Famine’s ruthless hand, 
The rustic leaves his humble stand 

And sinks without one arm to save, 

Their country blooms,—a garden-grave. 


Where then shall Poverty reside, 
To scape contiguousness of Pride? 
If to some fenceless limits strayed, 
She drives, to pick the scanty blade, 
Those fields the sons of wealth divide ; 
The bare-worn common is denied. 
If city-sped, what waits him there? 
Profusion that he must not share, 
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She left her wheel and robes of brown. 


God damn our ¢vaztor! damned again, 
Our man to maids, our mazd by men, 
Whose Paradise was turned awry 

By “zs-her god who could not die. 


Do thy, Sweet Auburn, loveliest train, 
Thy poor participate her pain 

F’en now, by cold and hunger led, 

At proud men’s doors who ask for bread? 


To distant climes, a dreary scene, 


Sure, scenes like these no griefs annoy, 
Denoting universal joy ! 

Thy serious thoughts? Ah! turn thine eyes 
Where my poor houseless Margaret lies 
Who once, with village plenty blessed, 

Has wept at innocence distressed ; 

Whose smiles love’s cottage might adorn, 
As primrose sweet beneath the thorn: 

Now lost to all, friends, virtue, fled, 

Her traitor’s floor frowns o’er her head; 
Cold-pinched and shrinking from the shower 
Her heavy heart deplores that hour 

When first ambitious of the town 
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Where tigers wait their helpless prey, 
To wit, more murderous men than they, 
While oft the mad tornado flies, 
Mingling the landscape with the skies. 
Far different these from former scenes, 
The cooling brook, the grassy greens, 
The covert of the warbling grove 

That sheltered thefts of harmless love, 


What Sorrows gloomed that parting day 
When, called from native walks away, 
Poor exiles, every pleasure past, 
Hung round thy bowers and looked their last, 


Where half the world intrudes between, 
Through torrid tracts they fainting go, 
Murmuring “ Altama” to their woe; 

Far different find what charmed before 
The terrors of that horrid shore: 

Those suns that dart a downward ray 
And shed intolerable day ; 

Those woods where birds forget to sing, 
But bats in drowsy clusters cling; 

Those fields with rank luxuriance crowned 
Where scorpion darkened deaths abound, 
Where, at each step, their strangers wake 
The terrors of the rattling-snake; 
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The mother spoke her louder throes, 
And blessed the cot where pleasure rose, 
And kissed her babes with many a tear, 
And clasped, in sorrow doubly dear, 
Whilst husband silent — lent relief 

The master-clasp of solid grief. 


O luxury, cursed by Heaven’s decree, 
How ill exchanged our men for thee! 
Thy potions, with insidious joy, 
Diffuse their pleasures to destroy; 
Kingdoms by thee to greatness grown 
Boast of a vigor not their own, 


A long farewell, and wished in vain 

For seats like these beyond the main, 
And, shuddering still to face the deep, 
Wept and returned, returned to weep! 
The good old sire, prepared to go 

To new-found worlds, for others’ woe; 
But, for himself, in virtue brave, 

He wished for worlds beyond the grave. 


His daughter, lovelier in her tears, 
Companion of his helpless years, 
Went next, neglectful of her charms, 
And lovers left for father’s arms. 
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Connubial Tenderness, are there, 
And Pious Wishes placed above, 
And Loyalty, and Faithful Love. 


Sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid, 

Still first, where sensual joys invade 

In these degenerate times of shame, 

To catch the heart and strike for fame, 
Dear nymph, neglected and decried, 

In crowds my solitary pride, 

Thou source of bliss and all my woe, 
That found’st me poor and keep’st me so, 
By which the nobler arts excel, 


At every draught they larger grow, 

A mass of rank, unwieldy woe, 

Till sapped and every part unsound 

They sink and spread a ruin round. 
The devastation is begun, 

The business of destruction done ; 

Even now, as pondering here I stand, 

The Rural Virtues leave the land. 

Down where yon vessel spreads the sail 

That idly flaps with every gale, 

They move, a melancholy band, 

And darken, passing, all the strand: 

Contented, Hospitable Care, 
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MY LUCKY NUMBER 64 UNEXPECTED HERE 


While self-dependent powers defy 
The rocks, the billows, and the sky. 


< 


AND JAMBS SHRUNK, FIVE FEET TO FOUR, 
MUST FURTHER MUCH, MAY FATHER MORE 
(70 WHICH MY FRIENDS, WITHOUT CONTENSH, 
ADD WHO DOTH MOTHER 7A/S [VVENSAH, 
UN,UW),AVERSE, BY MAMMON LED, 

TO JOIN THE UNREMEMBERED DEAD 

(TO JAR MY GOLDSMITH’S SHORTENED CHIME 
WITH ONE UNTRIMMED IAMBIC RHYME). 


UNUN,UNUN,AVERSE, JNCLINED, 
WE CALL YOU ALL wie TO MIND. 


Thou nurse of virtue, fare thee well! 
Farewell! where’er thy voice be tried, 
On Torno’s, Pambamarca’s side, 

Where equinoctial fervors glow, 

Or winter wraps the world in snow, 
Still let, prevailing over time, 

Its tones redress, redeem the clime. 

Aid truth with thy persuasive strain, 
Teach man to spurn the rage of gain; 
That states of native strength possessed, 
Though poor, may still be every blessed ; 
That trade’s proud empire hastes decay 
As ocean sweeps the mole away, 
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Wit is a thing never defined (till here); and Goldsmith, full of humor, had no wit 
to spare for this publication. The nearest he comes to it is ““news much older than 
their ale went round.” The test is, it’s true, Humor, not Wit (founded on fact). Re- 
duced to a figure, Wit is Humor (>) reversed (<). I have had the misfortune to be 
born (?) your analyst, nature-discoverer, mathematician, independent of study, science, 
and knowledge (three different things), and my thought of itself reverses everything, 
stands it on its head (your monkey might), to see how it will look, and turns it (your 
loon’s skin) inside out (you might yourself). Wit, to begin with, is the life of all 
talk and writing, and may be perfectly dry, provoking no laugh. The subfigure 
Contrast, and most important, is Wit. 

There is Wit in my cross,— avd Humor (< >), reversed (> <), combined (X ), 
opposite my half-tone (from a photograph taken in our Year One), eight crowns with 
each eight conspicuous spurs (64), volunteered, unaccepted (> ), for my Memorial Hall, Har- 
vard ’64, Class-Window self-identifying ornamentation; Wit in my name for, Aui/ogram 
(Greek), A design made by itself (64). 


To change too late my title figure for a poorer, have taken out 86 parts (one fifth 
of 430), water (?), added 86, milk (?); my big deity to which could fall down every 
day even in the street and worship, the milk and water of human kindness.— Shake / 


We shook hands with Goldsmith; bade 
good-by for once; received, through Po- 
etry Sweet, his every blessing; our last 
four lines becoming properly entitled 
“Four Fifths of Johnson’s Closure’’ who 
had a habit of shutting pe-o-ple up. Un- 
fairly broken his British square (which 
always seemed to me to be quite killing 
Our Goldsmith’s Muse where She stands 
called, as the last scene closes, before the 
curtain) ? 
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All puns are wit (to the ear only), false, unimaginative, no likeness between a lazy 
dog and a hill (s/ope up) for instance, and ought to be proscribed by law. In Chi- 
nese, which I don’t speak very plainly, they occur in spite of better intentions. 
Franklin’s bon mot to the other Signers (Declaration you've heard of), “We must all 
hang together or we shall all hang separately,” wasn’t a pun, but a legitimate use of 
the figurative and literal meanings, contrasted, of the same word, Wit and Humor 
(x). 

p. 15, lines 3 and 4. The subfigure Contrast properly takes this form (x), not 
Goldsmith’s (> | <). 

smiling spring earliest 
>| = 
parting summer’s lingering 
spring earliest 
x 


parting summer 


DEFINITION. 


Humor is the diversity which appears 7o a human friend in the same thing from 
two different points of view (founded on fact). 


ILLUSTRATION. 
The steamboat passenger who screams out, “I always laugh when I see a man’s 
hat going overboard,” without being aware that it is his own hat. 
Wit, the expressed by similarity which appears to a human being in two different 
things from the same point of view (founded on falsehood), 


ILLUSTRATION. 


Sydney Smith’s answer at the garden party to the young girl who had said to him, 
“O dear Mr. Smith, I never shall bring this pea to perfection!” ‘Permit me (taking 
her hand) to lead Perfection to the pea.” 

There is Devotion and Alliteration also in this, and it is hard to tell which of the 
three pleases the most at the beginning, middle, and end. 
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My two double foot line’s variety and balance, 


[ue— v— |v ov} Sweet Auburn, vil 
[u—v— |e “uo — | Where plénty cheered 
(2 o— | — 2 2 | Where spring its earl 
[jy —tu— [vs — | And parting sum 
The simplest of many symmetrical figures, condensed thus, 
o1{O! (jrolorlandjorjro|,|1t|oo|andjoo|r], being the 


1ol1t olother double feet with 5,184, 4x 6X 6 xX 6 X 6, four-line combina- 
o 1|6 1| tions). 
1o|1o 

Goldsmith (our flutist)’s ear was good, his czesura variety a study, 

Sweet Auburn |\(+-3% feet), 

Where health and plenty \\(+-23), 

Where smiling spring \\(+3), 

And parting summer's lingering blooms dela yed (+-0). 


My definition of Landlady (Lodging-House Experience in Boston — unpublished) 
is true, “ One who has no land and is no lady,” but justifies my analysis by exposing 
a foundation of falsehood (in the name Landlady), is Wit réad backwards, the direct 
form being, What do you call your lodging imperatrix who has no land and is no 
lady? Answer, landlady. You don’t beat me out of my Analysis, however much I 
should like to see you. GWP,A. 

And for lawyers in criminal practice, Policeman, A gentleman with two faces and 
no backbone, true, the direct form being, What name is given in the criminal courts 
to a gentleman with two faces and no backbone? Answer, policeman, 

What will make him show his face to the right or left? 

A five dollar bill. 

1s, 4. Larting attracts blooms also (consecutive labials), resisted by “Ungering 
between. 

It must be obvious — I’m not half through with these four lines—that there is no 
end to Constructive Criticism. GWP,C.C. 
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16, 2, 3, 4. Epithets, no-burden bearing words, are always killed (ants of the same 
character) by the others (their only virtue, submitting afterwards to be dragged out). 

Goldsmith not our only second class immortal poet who exposes (Gods of mythol- 
ogy) his imperfections. 

T know not where His islands lift— that’s true ! 

Their palmy palms in air (all palms being fronded, as exogenous trees are branched 
and leaved; iz adding no meaning, and ar a misplaced rhyme with where)— I see not, 
friend, His islands lift their palms in fronded air ; — 

T only know I cannot drift —that’s imaginary belief, the Koh-i-noor imitation 
(uu uv! — uo! v —, no rhythm). 

Real belief a tremendous thing, I7y God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me? 


Beyond His love and care (u vu! uv v —, no rhythm), prose wording, false sugges- 
tion. To care for (a creature) means to love; unloving cave, your sanitariums. 
I know I steer to ward, I dt#( | —— | ——’|v— | »—]), 


And fledgling sparrows DaRE ( | — —’ | — — | — || — |). 


One failure of quantity, 24, 11, Azs latter end (| vo v! | »— | for] -—’| u.—]), 
one rhyme resisted, 33, 1, 2, aught, Jau(l)¢t; all I recall. 
The five foot iambus depending for variety on its casura is always threatening to 
become monotonous, 
Some few in that 
Ten censure wrong 
A fool might once 
Now one in verse || makes twenty (only ten, two lines above !)—our 
Pope. Lacking variety in verse he puts it into his arithmetic where men have agreed 
to rule it out. 
Rhetoric is effective (Grammar, consistent) use of words (also the subject. The 
old fools used to say, a science and an art). 
15,6. When every sport could please is a noun (youth). 
7. No two words for one are allowable having the same meaning, but one word 
having two different meanings is; double apposition and universal personification.— 


Don’t laugh ! 
71 
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mine, the good man(’s,) forgot, intentionally, ¢o scan; Goldsmith’s fault, repeating the 
sense elsewhere expressed, seen after Charity began. 

31, 11. Either all clouds are ro//ing or all are not; or else some are and some are 
not. In the first case vo//ing is an epithet (to be left out); in the second, impossible ; 
in the third, a blunder: ave, indicative, means a/ways (absurd) ; ‘he means a// (clouds 
being multiple; sunshine, the source and synonym of happiness, a natural unit). 

31,12. Eternal sunshine exists, if at all, apart from the shadow of the earth. 

33, 12. Goldsmith’s expression brings in the bulk; mine, the mass, weight and 
bulk (the correct figure), of our instructor’s knowledge. 

34, 4, 6. Delap or Byrne — 999, 999; 999. 

48, 9-12. My four meaning/ss lines (the space requiring) have displaced two, mean- 
ing little, put in by Goldsmith to round out the period. And though my Irish heart’s a 
boy It half distrusts if 72s be joy — And though my Irish harp’s a joy It justly barks 
at This, my boy (distrusts being my contraction of his distrust [img ask]s, This, our 
PART I) might have half suited twice. I can’t say wothing with his careless grace. 


16, 7, 8,9, 10. P(assing d)ay, P(l)ay; tr(ouble fr)ee, tree — resisted, perfect, tele- 
scopic rhymes. English Quantity also complicated, containing wholes, halves, quarters, 
and triplets (1, 4, 4, 4), but sentence (title) satisfaction is penta (deca, quindeca) 
syllabic — My Discovery —a reflex of our five-finger departmental (double) brains. 

Four Fifths of Goldsmith’s Deserted Village (10). 

A syllable flat makes what I call —sharp! September Harper’s, 4 Heart and Two 
Others (6) which I’ve rechristened, A Heart and Two Hands (s) (in which substitute 
voyaging for sailing in the first sentence, 84 syllables) — the Bobtail Pentasyllabic 
Cadence (others rechristened; Zady Rose’s Daughter, A Lady’s Daughter; BUON- 
DELMONTE, BUONODELHARPER). 

23,10. D. V. (Latin and English) in Latin stands for Deo Volente (in English, 
Deserted Village). 

29, 5,6. Their Excuse being Goldsmith’s two omitted lines ; 

“‘Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And e’en his failings leaned to Virtue’s side”; 
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YOUR TRAVELLER. 


UNFRIENDED, melancholy, slow, 

By lazy Scheldt or wandering Po, 

Or where the rude Carinthian boor 

In carriers’ faces claps the door, 

Or plain Campania’s prospect lies 

Expanding houseless to the skies, 

Where’er I fling my burden free, 

My heart untravelled turns to thee, 

Dear Henry, turns with ceaseless pain, 

Our each remove my lengthening chain. 
Eternal blessings, Brother-Friend, 

And guardians round thy steps attend ; 

Blest will that spot by guest retired 


60, 6. Solid; the mother’s, “guid; the author’s being gaseous grief. 

63, 7. The prevailing use (in Goldsmith’s England) of the stiletto. 

63, 12. Kindly understand (get every blessing) ; or, if you prefer, be really blessed. 

There is character in handwriting; but there is also mood, the dominant, for in- 
stance, and the subdominant. Goldsmith’s signature p.2 (and card), all grace, and 
vanity, and truth, no force at all; mine is all force, the set of the earth’s axis in it, 23° 
28’ (NATURAL TANGENT, 0.43412). ‘Try it ! 

ADDITION NOTE. 

The method herein used can be applied to any poem that it can be applied to; 
and the negative-negative of this statement is equally true, the two cross propositions, 
negative-affirmative and affirmative-negative, both being false. It is a mistake to 
suppose, because the plums are rather thick in the pudding, that the book propor- 
tion of flour is necessary. How much stuffing in the veal, padding in the coat, will 
always be the provider’s question, its excuse being, that itis cheaper. I stuff the calf, 
and order solid cloth, cut from unnecessary tails, for interlining. 
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That, like the circle-bounded skies 
I follow still, alluring, flies, 
Misfortune leads to call, ALong, 
And find no part of ati my own. 
But once, where Alps no higher ascend, 
I sat with George an hour to spend ; 
And, saved above the storm’s career, 
To twain their singled forms appear ; 
Caps glittering, laps green-clouded nigh, 
O’er Juras—realms, on Rosas — sky. 
Creation’s airs around combine ; 
Amidst the pomp should I repine, 
The philosophic mind disdain 
Good which makes humbler bosoms vain? 
Let Pride dissemble where and when 


Be twice, from toil, for comfort fired ; 

Blest that abode where want repairs, 

And every stranger finds the stairs ; 

Those feasts with simple plenty crowned, 

The ruddy family around 

Who laugh at pranks that seldom fail 

Or sober at some mournful tale, 

Or press Your Tarrier to his food, 

Their greatest luxury, doing good.— 

Who J/rish read (too good by half), 

Who éreed, who zz4p, who FEED, don’t laugh! 
Too much, no such delights to share, 

My prime in wandering spent and care, 

Impelled, unceasing, to pursue 

Some good that mocks me with the view, 


77 


L. of C. 


80 


Pleased with what Heaven to man supplies, 
Submission fails and sorrows fall 
To see earth’s hoarded heaven so small ; 
And oft I wish amidst to find 
Some spot to happiness consigned 
Where my one wandering hope at rest, 
To joys may join companions blest. 

But where that happiest spot below 
Who can direct, pretend to know? 
The tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that spot his own ; 
Extols his stormy treasury seas, 
Long nights of revelry and ease : 
The negro, panting at the line, 
His golden sands and palmy wine; 


Small things are great to little men, 
Your grander satisfactions find 
In all the good of all mankind. 
Ye lands with wealth and splendor crowned 
Where summer spreads profusion round, 
Ye ocean craft which make the gale, 
Ye swains who dress the flowery vale, 
Your tributary stores resign : 
All seasons, shores, and seas, are mine! 
Your miser 

visiting his pile, 
Counts twice and twice recounts it; while 
Hoards after hoards his raptures fill, 
He feels for hoards unfingered still : 
Thus my alternate passions rise ; 
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Their rocks by custom soften down: 
From Art are honored blessings sent ; 
Wealth, commerce, liberty, content ; 
Yet these each other’s power contest, 
Each half destructive of the rest; 
Freedom and wealth contentment fails, 
Dishonored commerce soon prevails ; 
The state to one loved blessing prone 
Conforms its life to that alone, 
The favorite happiness attends 
And spurns what aims at other ends, 
Till, overplussed in Hope’s domain, 
Each good begets peculiar pain. 
To try these truths with closer eyes 
Against their corresponding lies 


Basks in the glare or stems the wave, 
And keeps for good the gods that gave. 
The patriot’s boast where’er we roam, 
His first-best country is at home: 

And yet if countries we compare 
And estimate their blessings’ share, 
Though patriots puff, shall wisdom find 
An equal gift to all mankind, 

As good through Art by Nature given 
Makes different nations’ blessings even. 
Nature, a mother kind to all, 

Still harks to Labor’s earnest call ; 
With food the peasant is supplied 

On Idra’s cliffs, by Arno’s side ; 

And, though his crested summits frown, 


81 


84 


Successive deck the various year ; 

Whatever sweet the northern sky 

Saluteth but to seed and die; 

These, here disporting, own the soil, 

Nor quick luxuriance catch from toil ; 

While sea-born gales their wings expand 

To fragrance round thee, Smiling Land. 
But small the bliss that sense bestows ; 

Tis sensual bliss their nation knows. 

In florid beauty groves appear ; 

Manhood, the growth that dwindles here. 

Contrasted through his manners reign 

His faults: poor; clamorous, curious, vain; 

Proud; greedy, tricksy: hot; untrue, 

In penance planning sins anew. 


I'll, sitting, heft, my own resigned, 

The shifting burden of mankind, 

Like yonder shrub at random cast 

That shades the steep, proves every blast. 
Aright where Apennine ascends 

Dear sun-bright Italy extends ; 

Its uplands deck the mountains’ side, 

Woods-over-woods’ theatric pride 

Whose temples’ mouldering tops between 

With grandeur mark the distant scene. 
Could Nature satisfy the breast, 

ITALIA’S sons were trebly blest: 

Whatever different fruits are found 

That proudly rise or court the ground ; 

Whatever torrid blooms appear, 
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By arts, the wreck of former pride, 
From which enfeebled hearts and mind 
An easy compensation find ; 
Here may be seen in pomp arrayed 
Your Self-Admiring Cavalcade, 
Processions formed for pious love, 
Its mistress-saints in every grove. 

By sports like these their cares beguiled, 
The childish satisfies the child : 
Each nobler aim, by long control, 
Now sinks or feebly mans the soul ; 
Delights, succeeding fast behind, 
DECAMERONS, qualify the mind. 
In domes where Czsars once bore sway, 
Defaced by tottering decay ; 


All ills contaminate the mind 
That parted opulence left behind. 
Our wealth was theirs (removed the date) 
When commerce flourished through the state ; 
Commanded palaces to rise, 
The fallen column toward the skies, 
The canvas glow than nature warm, 
The pregnant quarry teem with form ; 
Till, more unsteady than the gale, 
Commerce displayed her passing sail 
While naught remained that riches gave 
But lords intowned with once a slave 
Whose traders found their fruitless skill 
And fruitful strength, plethoric ill. 

What wealth has lost is here supplied 
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Yet here content can spread a charm, 
The clime redress, its rage disarm ; 
The peasant’s hut, his feasts, though small, 
He sees his lot the lot of all: 
No near-by palace rears its head 
To Shame against his humble shed ;. 
No lord the sumptuous banquet deals, 
To make him loathe his frugal meals ; 
But calm, in ignorance bred and toil, 
Each wish contracting to the soil, 
Cheerful at morn from short repose 
He upward, downward, carols, goes ; 
With patient angle tries the deep, 
Or venturous plow, the sunward steep; 
Or hence whose snow-tracks mark the way, 


From ruins, heedless of the dead, 
“Signor” Zeebayree frames his shed ; 
And, wondering who could want the pile, 
Exalts his salvage with a smile. 

My soul, turn from them 

to survey 

Our rougher, nobler race’s day, 
The Swiss their stormy mansions tread 
And force their churlish soil for bread ; 
No crops but men whose hills afford, 
And steel, the sold 4y soldier’s sword ; 
No blooms whose torpid rocks array 
When lingering Winter nameth May; 
No zephyr woos the mountain’s breast 
Which meteor-bearing glooms invest. 
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That roof to which his warmth conforms, 
That hill which laughs behind its storms: 
And as his child whom scares molest 
Clings closer to its mother’s breast, 

The torrent’s rush, the whirlwind’s roar, 
Endear to all their mountain’s door. 

Are charms to barren states assigned, 
Their wants but few, their wish confined ? 
Let them but share the sermons due: 

If few their wants, their wishes, too; 
For every wish that stirs the breast 
Becomes a pleasure when redressed. 
Such lands each pleasing science flies 
That first excites and last supplies ; 
Unknown to them when senses cloy, 


To bring Carnivora’s best to bay. 
Untired at night, by Labor sped, 
He strides to reach his mountain shed; 
Boasts by his fire and round surveys 
His children’s looks that brighten, blaze, 
While his loved partner all her hoard 
Displays, and platters, on the board; 
And Chance, Your Traveller, thither led, 
With ¢/zs repays floor-warmed and fed, 
Or wakes the pass in smugglers’ care 
Tobacco makes adventurous there. 
Thus every good his wilds impart 
Imprints the patriot on his heart ; 
Your needs that round his mansion rise 
Enhance his scanty bliss supplies ; 
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Some sterner virtues o’er their breast 
Like falcons cowering on the nest, 
The gentler motives, such as play 
Through cultured walks and charm the way, 
Dispersed, on timorous pinions fly, 
To flutter in a kinder sky. 
To such 

where gentler manners reign, 
I turn, my France’s bright domain. 
Gay, sprightly land of social ease, 
Pleased with thyself whom aught can please, 
Oft have I led thy sportive choir 
With tuneless pipe, beside the Loire; 
Where elms along the margin grew, 
Fresh from the wave the zephyr flew, 


To fill the pause with finer joy ; 
Unknown the powers that raise to flame, 
Catch every nerve, vibrate the frame ; 
Their level life a smouldering fire 
Unquenched, unfanned, by want, desire. 
Unfit for raptures, raptures cheer 
On some high festive Once A Year 
With wild excess the breast aflame: 
The feast, debauch; the bliss, a name. 
But not alone thus coarsely flow 
Their joys, their morals are but low ; 
Refinement stops, from sire to son 
As unimproved the manners run, 
And Love’s and Friendship’s pointed dart 
Falls from each indurated heart. 
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To charm this outward thought to rest. 
So long my joyful, sorrowing guest, 
To dearer faults through Europe’s mains, 
Excluding Rhines, excusing Spains, 
Love’s, Hope’s, and Friendship’s dubious sky, 
Me, travelling home wth half an eye, 
Luke’s crown and Damien’s bed of steel, 
My own (reMistered “ Blistered Heel’) 
COLLECTED RHYMES -REMOTB- FOR SUFFERINGS 


KNOWN, -SANS-HOVES; SANS HePesy—-HAVE LEFT 


TO FRIENDSHIP’S GLANCE — ALONE. 
SPECIMEN CONDENSATION 


I could write a volume on that one word, ALONE, with it for the title. Iwas born 


And though my fingering faltering still 

But mocked and marred their dancing skill, 
The village praised its wondrous power, 
Forgetful of the noontide hour 

Alike all ages, ancient dames 

Put childhood through its mirthful games, 
And the gay grandsire’s gestic lore 


Unhipped the burden of threescore. 
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From “ The Life-Romance,” by the same author. 


“© My design on the cover, with its regular lines and heart-like 
curves, symbolizes the flower of Love and Truth. The fruit 
developed at the centre (by continuing the lines) is a star, the 


a 


emblem of Unchange.” 


alone, have lived alone (61 years old); one of your very bachiest of old bachelors, set 
in my ways (on having one good meal a day, for instance), impossible to please (with 
anything I see can be improved), moody (can’t even write verse except when I’m in the 
mood), fussy — where are those sheets I was last writing on ?—, nervous —for God’s 
sake don’t burst into my room without knocking! —, irreligious (have only been to 
church once a Sunday for forty years), more naturally pagan than protestant, dreaming 
all kinds of things (asleep), and disapproving unkind and people. Emotional; reading, 
writing, stories, verse (don’t like to cry over everything; but I cry!); touchy (people 
running into me from behind); sensitive (like to learn, of teach, Etiquette a// the time). 
As half a loaf is better than no bread so Aa/f an eye (all I really see with) assists me 
to pick a black duck out of the air with a single-shot rifle, read ruby proof on a clear day — 
a grasshoppers eye, L call it, the flat pupil centre needing no accommodation (glasses) — and 
make a fine critical, scientific point (which I might as well admit, is what I pride and 
value myself upon). I usually eat for breakfast some bread and butter, and drink as 
good coffee as I can get. GWP—A. 
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